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They were engaged in the daily task of sorting grit fromjjprn.
They smiled as we came down, and some of thtm'ca^ie
forward and  shook hands  cordially.    Most of them Said-
" Kali  mera,"   one  said   " Bon jour,"   and   another  said ~
" Good day."

Their task is simple. Each monk sits with a pile of grain
before him which he sifts by the obvious but time-wasting
process of picking out the grains one by one and adding them
to a separate pile, thus leaving behind all the grit.

We passed from the warmth of this golden corner into chill
shadows as yet untouched by sun. I suppose when a monk
has lived in the monastery for some time, he knows it as a
place mapped out in patches of sun and shade, of warm
places and cold ones, for, so high are the surrounding moun-
tains, that the sun gives the monastery only a passing atten-
tion, and after two o'clock vanishes for the day behind the
tall peaks of Mount Sinai.

I asked the brother to take me as far round the wall as we
could go, and we went on, sometimes bending our heads in
low stone tunnels and now coming out on the sentry walk
with a grand view below us of the distant rocks. When the
embrasures were first made in this wall, they we're not for
culverins or muskets, but for arrows. We came to a dark
chamber in which stands a windlass of such gigantic size that
it must require the combined strength of the monks to
push it round.

This is the machine that was used to pull visitors up in. a
boatswain's cradle from the year 1600 until the British occupa-
tion of Egypt. It is still worked, said Brother Gabriel, when
anything heavy has to be introduced into the monastery, or
for anything too large to be carried round the narrow lanes.
While we were looking at it, two lay brothers arrived with a
sack of what appeared to be brown stones, but, having been
in Coptic monasteries, I recognised it as that hard bread which
must be soaked before it can be eaten. They opened the
pent-house door and arranged a rope over a pulley. Looking
down, I saw a number of Bedouin standing at the foot of the
wall and gazing anxiously up at us.

" They have come for their bread,"  explained Brother
Gabriel, " we give it to them every morning."
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